The Tragedy of Hamlet 

leavebetimes, let be. 

Atttfo/ti flnt£bfDiles idtifftrey t /u»A T * 

K^g.Lomt Hamlet, command take thishand from me. 
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That might yout nature, honour, and exception 
Roughly awake, I here proclaime was madneffe. 
Was’t Hamlet wrong’d Laertes ? never Hamlet ; 

If Hamlet from himfelfe betaneaway. 

And when hee’s not himfelfe does wrong Laertes , 
Then Hamlet does it not, Hamlet denies it : 

Who does it then ? his madneffe : if ’t be lb, 

Hamlet is of the faction that is wronged. 

His madneffe is poore Hamlets enemy ; 

Let my difclaiming from a purpos’d: evil! 

Free mefb farre in your moft generous thoughts. 
That I have fhot my arrow ore the houle. 

And hurt my brother. 

Laer. Iamlatisfied in nature. 

Whole motive in this cafe fhouldftitre me moft 
To my revenge, but in my tearmes of honour 
I ftand aloofe,and will no reconcilement. 

Till by feme elder Matters of knowne honour 
I havea voice and'ptefident of peace 
To my name ungor’d U but all that time 
I doe receive your offered loveJike love, 

And will not wrong it. 

//4.I embrace it freely, and wiffthis brothers wager 
frankly play. 

Gaveusthefeiles. . 

Laer. Come, one for life. 


Ham. He be your Laertes mine ignorance 
Your skill fhall like a ftarre i’tfa darkeft night ; 
Sticke fiery off indeed • 

Laer. Youtnocke me fir. 


Prince o/Denmarice. 

X^Giv^ themthe foi Is young Ofricki eoCttiHam'. 

you know the wager. 

Y oSra^SriaidX oddra akhweakerfidc. 

Y Ki»£‘ I d° e notfeare it, Ihavefe^yonboth, 
ul fince he is better we have thereforeoddes. 

B laer. This is too heavie, let Me fee an0the [* . 

#*.This likes me wel,thefe foils have all a length 

0 (lv» I my good Lord. ... 

King. Set metheftoopsofwine uponthetabie ; 

]( Hamlet give the firft or fecond hit. 

Or quit in anfwer of the third exchange. 

Let all the battlements their Ordnance'fire ; 

The King fhall drink to Hamlets better breath. 

And in the cup an Onyx fhall he throw 

Richer than that which foure fuecefliye Kings 

In Denmarks Crown have worn. GivemethecUpS, 

And let the Kettle to the Trumpet fpeake, 

The Trumpet to the Canoneer Without, 

The Cannons to the heavens, the heavens to earth. 

Now the KipgdtinkeS'to Hamlet •• come begin, 

And you the Judges beare a warie eye. tht w ilt * 

Ham. Come on fir. 

Laer. Come my Lord. 

Ham. One. 

Laer. No. 

Ham. Judgement. 

Ofir. A hit, a very palbable hit. Z> rum t T ruMpets } axdft)Ot, 

Laer. Well, againe. F lour ijh,aPeece goes off. 

King. Stay, give me drinkc, Hamlet this pearle is thine, 

Here’s to thy health : give him the cup. 

Ham. lie play this bout firft, let it by a while. 

Come, another hit, what fey you ? 

Laer. I doe confeft. ~ 

King. Our fonne fhall win. - ■ r , 

Quee. Hee’s fat and feaht of breath. 

Here /Am/c^ukemy napkin, wipe thy browes ; 
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